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of fine T'eather would almost reduce them to
s'larvJtion, forcing them to sell lodisadvan- -

How Jem DoanelUa Cwele
Hill Maow.

Old l'ncle Bill rinow wa and i. the keen.
est trader io ibe eouniry. lie woe oevcr knowa""'? '

to make a bad bargain. Many a trap has been
laid to catch bim, but his operations always
turned out so as to add something to his pile snd
ttttl more to his reputation.

Some time since, a party of young men were
talking of Uncle Billy's great luck in "this way,
and various instances were mentioned of his ex-

traordinary trades and his uniform success.
Jem Donnellan at length offered to bet that he
would catch him before two days. Of course
that bet was taken as soon as it was proposed,
and soon afterwards Jem left ni to make his
preparations to win.

The next day was court day, and Jem and
Mr. Snow met at the court house.

"Good morning, Uncle Bill," says Jem, "all
well to day?"

"Pretty well, I thank yon, Jeems, my son."
"Any trading on htud this morning I" en-

quired Donnellan.
"Nothing in particular, Jeemes, times is rather

dull just now; people don't trade aa they used to
do."

"That's a fact, Uncle Bill," responded Jem.
"Well, since nothing bettes offers s'pose you
aod f make a trade!"

"No objectiou iii the world, Jeems. Go ahead
and let's hear from you."

"Well, Uncle Billy, I have a mare yonder I
want to trade for that mnle of yours how will
you trade !"

"1 don't know, exactly," responded Mr.
Snow, "but as mules are geuerally considered
as worth more than horses, and your mare it
getting along in years, I s'pose ten dollars
would'ut be too much boot, woold.it?" Give
me ten dollars and your mare, and yon may
take the mule."

"Done I" exclaimed Jem, perfectly delight-
ed.

The money was paid over, snd the criittrt
were handed over to their new masters. Jem
took his mule home, and that night the beast
lay down and died. This was t sore blow to
our hero, but he had one more day left and he
determined to save himself. The next morning
found him and Snow at the same place, and in
conversation as follows

"Uncle Bil y" says Jem, "I think yon came
the strongest game over me, yesterday, in that
aaule of yours. I don't like him to much this
morning aa I did yesterday I doa't think he
improves much on acquaintance what '11 yon
take tone.'" (Swan back.)

" Wilis' s
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hut not a living thing.J

. ti discharge of had fled to
s cave where they sometimes took shelter

hen the coast-guar- was sent in search of
liein. .

1 he delighted sailors and passengers
read themselves through the village, took
iSAeaRlnn nf t.hn hfiiiHfm. ntn tha sunnprs

aid slept in the beds, takingcare, however,
t place four sentries ill po-

sitions, for fear of a surprise. Madeleine,
r father her brother, the ship's surgeon,
d a young lady passencer came to the

totise of old Sandeau, who was put to bed,
and his wounds dressed. Ho said nothing,

ut went to sleep, or feigned to do so.
Supper was then put upon the table, snd

ile four persons above mentioned sat down,
r a few minutes in silence. Jacques, the
tptuin of the looked moody
ud thoughtful. He said not a word. Sud-

denly, however, he was roused by hearimr
the young surgeon of the Jeune Sophie speak.

" Madeleine," said he, in a gentle but
still much agitated tone of voice, "how is
it 1 bud you here you whom 1 left at St.
Omar?'

is this. then, the Madeleine vou so often
speak oft" cried the astouished sailor.

"jit is. nut speak, my dear mend.
"Edouard, I am- here because yonder is

my father, and it is my duty to be whuro
he is." -

" But why Is your father here ?" contin-
ued the other.

'f I am here," said the old man, fiercely
turning round, " because I am at war with
the world. . For a trilling error, I was dis-
missed the command of this very Jeune
Sophie twelve years ago. I vowed revenge,
and you see the kind of revenge I have se-

lected.".
'"Dear father," said Madeleine gently,

".see what an escape you have had !

"Besides," interposed Jacques, "there
was no occasion for revengo. M. Ponceau,
who had adopted me, searched for you far
and wide, to give you another ship. They
dismissed you in a moment of anirer. They
waved this, by giving me the command of
tue jtruae inpne as suon as 1 could be trust'
ed with it."

" What is done is done," said Pierre, ''and
I am a wrecker 1 I have done wrong, but
J am punished. Jacques, my boy, take
away Madeleine ; I see this life is not fit for
her. it 1 recover, 1 shall remain, and be-

come the trader of the village "
"No. father, you must come with us,"

observed Jacques sadly. You and I and
Madeleine will find some quiet spot, where
none will know of the past, and wrfero we
ourselves may learn to forget. I havo al-

ready saved enough to support us "
" And your wite, sir V said the young

lady, who had not hitherto spoken.
"Leonio, you can never marry me now.

You are no fit mate for the son of a wreck-
er."

" Jacques," iutctposed the young surgeon,
" neither you nor Maduleine has any right
to suffer for tho errors of your father. I
made the acquaintance of your sister at my
aunt's school in St Omer. I loved her
and before I started en this journey, I had
from her a which I now call
upon her to fulfill."

" What say you, Madeleine J" said
Jacques gravely.

" That I can never give my hand to a
man whom I love too well to dishonor."

" Madeleine, you are right, and you are
a noble girl I" replied her brother.

" Children," said the old man, with a
groan, " I see my crime now in its full

; but I can at least repair part of
the evil done. Now, listen to me. Let me
see you follow the bent of your hearts, and
be happy, and I will go where youssvill, for
you will have forgiven your father. Refuse
to do so, and I remain here once a wrecker,
always a wrecker. Come, decide I"

Madeleine held out her hand to Edouard,
and Jacques to Leonie, his friend's sister,
returning from the colony where her parents
had died. The old man shut his eyes, and
remained silent the rest of the evening.
. Next day, conveyances were obtained

from a neighboring town, and thS crew
and passengers departed. The reunited
frieuus remained at Moutreaux, awaiting
the recovery of Pierre, Jacques excepted, he
being forced to go to Havre, to explain
events to his owners. In ten days he re-

turned. Old Sandeau was now able to be
removed ; and the whole party left Mon-treau-

which was then stripped by its
owners, and deserted.

The family went to Havre. The father's
savings asa captain had been considerable.
United with those of Jacques, they proved
sufficient to take a house, furnish it, and
start both young couples in life; Edouard
set up as a surgeon in Havre, his brother

was admitted as junior partner into
the house of Pouceau, and from that day
all prospered with them. Old Sandeau did
not live long. Ho was crushed under the
weight of the terrible past ; and his death-
bed was full of horror and remorse.

UTThree Toonfr, conceited wit, aa thev
thoaght themselves, passing along ths road
new Oxford met a crave old eentlaman. with
whom they had a mind to be rudely merry
"Good morrow, father Abraham," said on:
"Good morrow, father Isaac," said the nut.
"Good morrow, father Jaoob." said tha last. I
am neither Abraham, Isaac, nor Jacob," replied
insuenueman'butSsul, the son of Kiih, who
went oat to seek his father's aaus, undid hare
lutvs I found them." '

Who Run. am Aiikbiaam Boorf The
New York Courier notices a fact, very eredits-bl-e

to American literature, that in an English
wholesale catalogue, in which, under the head
"Popular Standard Works," are ens hundred
and thirty three items, of which forty-seve- n,

connderablt mart than one-tkir- d are the
product of American pens, and were first pub-

lished by American publishers.
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The RumBeller' Banquet.
BY MBS. H . . DAY.

Come gather, now gttlier around the rich board,
The wtne-cn- flow. (Veely, we're all nature', lord;
Mind not the low wail that cornel np from the .tall,
The moan of the drunkard whose eup i. hi. all

t'orae gather, come gather the free and the brave,
Who deem it a thraldom, the pow'r that would lave,
Who tear not the king of the arch Fiend below,
Where, .horn of all glory, the dronkard. lie low,

Ave, (rather, ye. gather the young and the wild,
Oil whom the bright inn of the morning.weet .railed,
Ere they looked on the enp and .aw their mad gain,
A brow wrapt in cloud, and a heart full of pain.

Come gather, quick gather the rich and the troe,

Who loot the black bill, whea the drunkard, get blue ;

For, deprived of such friend., ye might not get a tut
Of the .t'ong cheer of lile, without which 'twere a

waste.

Come bring to our baneoel the widow's pale Kmr
We II feaat on hi. Mood ere hi. life i. half run i

Ilread not her deep enre whea .he take, her poor boy
Back, hack to a heart thai 'a bereft of all joy.

Coma gather, quick gather from out the ".west home,"

The dearest, the noblest, and bid them now oeme,

While hushed are the shrieks of the lost wo have

damn'd,
And hid neath our eloak the blood-re- of our hand.

But, prythee, dont gather the orphans we've clad

In rays and in mourning such heart, should be glad

For If they .hould oome near oar wild revels heat,

The coals in our furnace would scorch their bare feet.

Nor bring the mad wife, with her hair .(reaming wild,

For ure .he wonld .ay, yon have robbed my poor

child

Of father, of mother, and all that wa. dear j

And this might dishearten the drunkards made here.

Mot bring only those who can join our wild song,

Who reck not of life bnt will death-not- prolong J

These gather, ye jovials, nor feBr the dark pall,

If we .leap the last sleep, we'll sleep one and all.

Cincinnati, May 7th, 1H52.

TUG WHKCKEU.

On a certain part of the coast of Brittany,
ome years bock, a gang of wreckers exist-

ed, who were the terror of all sailors. Ever
on' the look-ou- t for the unfortunate vessel",
which were continually dashed upon their
inhospitable shores, their delight was in
the storm and the blast ; they revelled in

the howling of fierce wind, and tho light-

ning' glare was to them more delightful
than the brightest show of fireworks to the
dweller in large towns. Then they came

out in droves, hung about tho cliffs and
rocks, hid in caverns and holes, and waited
with intense anxiety for the welcome sight
of some gallant ship indistress. So dread-

ful were the passions lit up in these men by

the lore of lucre, that they even resorted to
infamous stratagems to lure vessels on shore.

They would light false beacons ; and strive
in every way to delude the devoted bark to

its destruction.
The village of Montreaux was almost

wholly inhabited by men who made wreck-

ing their profession. It was a collection of

miserable huts, built principally out of the
broken materials of the various vessels dri-

ven on shore ; and ostensibly inhabited by
lishcrmen, who, however, rarely resorted to
the deep, except when a long continuance
of fine weather rendered their usual avoca-

tion lew prosperous than usual. They con-

sisted in all of about thirty families, wreck-

ers, for tho most part, from father to son,
and even from mother to daughter for
women joined freely in the atrocious trade.
Atrocious indeed! for murder necessarily
accompanied pillage, and it rarely hap-

pened that many of the crew and passen-seuge-

of the unfortunate vessels escaped
alive. Bodies were indeed found along the
shore ; but even if they exhibited the marks
of blows, the sea and the rocks got the
credit of the deed.

The interior of the huts of the hamlet pre- -
n.Atlnv armPAraiipA- - Thpir Hni- -

sens were usually clothed m all kinds of
costume from the peculiar garments of
Englishmen, to tue iiirnnim, buuwih, arm
. ..: -- i. r l itfin. Malays, and others.

Cases of spirit, chests of tools, barrels of
flour, piles ol nams, cneee,

compasses, tc, were thrust in-

to coffers and corners ; while all the villa-

gers were in the habit of spending money

that certainly was not coined in France.

The state of the good people of Montreaui

vat one of splendid misery ; for, with all
their improvidence

and carelessness was such, that they often
wanted necessaries so true is it that t

n., i neverwell-spen- t money. A mouth

52.

tFrom the New York Spirit of the Time..
I'll ASU ri'NKKAU.

Luio Iltir, i'iC-H- it Partr'Eimtiid the fan.
meal of loll, and Ike waif Jarr had lit
'pmy out loll tor m tuneral Procession.
-- Dear Spirit." Vour valuable sheet has

been the entertainment of many a gay com pa
ny in our (Jneen City (or, as. Kossuth has it
Metropolis ) for years; yet it is rare to read soy
of the doiuiis aimmpit the hog loving denizens
of Porltopolie. At 1 iiave become a dweller
here aiuouitst the many, 1 ask a small corner.
to drop s chip from the block of incidents; for
we have spirits here worthy of being known to
fame and you. So, without more sdo, 1 'II
at once to a tale, that has not often been told
on my friend, bat which merits s place in hi,
tory, snd trust you may hand it down, for the
benefit of some one's posterity.

Harry S s one of the choice ones of
the town, snd although yonmr in snirits. he's
old in more ways than one rich in broad
acres, yet poor iu the golden com of the realm!

Harry has a large circle of friends, snd be
ing near related to that n gentleman.
"tho oldest inhabitant," has been, is, and ever
shall be, the first called upon to attend a wed
ding or a funeral, and although his disposition
and qualifications sre more harmonious to lbs
formur, yet his pride of office, and partiality
for black gloves, render him useful at the lat
ter. A friend can't get married, therefore.
without Harry arranges the programme, nor a
poor soul be quietly interred unless Harry is in
attendance.

In fun and amusement he is the "right bow-
er," and should it be necessary to take all the
tricks, in order lo make the came full, Harry
mint have the lead. With these few charac-
teristics in our friend, which are necessary to
the story, we'll leave him, but if you ever
travel this way. and want to know a prince of
good follows, call on the aforesaid, his heart,
soul, snd pocket, areas open ass church door.

About fifteen years ago, soon after the hard
times of '37, when business was in the deep
bosom of bankruptcy buried, and indolent
pleasure had taken the place of pork barrels and
sugar hogsheads Harry proposed an excursion
to the shady groves, to make love aod dance
dull care away, amidst the birds and flowers.
Bo sooner moored than arranged, and about
three o'clock of pleasant, but hot summer af-

ternoon, a long earsvan of some twenty carri-
ages and buggies, were seen wending their way
along the turnpike road in quest of an umbra-
geous retreat, each vehicle loaded with its rich
freight of beauty, and not much less agreeable
portion of provender for the day's repast.

Harry led the troupe in a large carriage, with
his little "pallet" at his side, snd a large bas-

ket of cooked chickens, salads, &.c, in front,
forgetting the hardness of the times, and ths
scarcity of money, in the enjoyment of the mo-

ment. But, alasl for the duration of happiness,
Harry espied a toll gate an impediment in
the day's financial arrangements never before
considered, and, as the funds raised for the oc-

casion had been spent in the purchase of the
feast, Harry was at s stand still bow to pro-
ceed onward. To stop the carriage and beg
money of the others would be a confession of
poverty, and to be stopped at the gate would be
a conviction of the fact. After s moment's re
flection, Harry thought his face mnst be known
at all toll gates, as the sura indication of a fu-

neral, and, furthermore, that he laws of the
State renired all funeral processions to be pass.
ed free of charge. He called the driver to allow
his horses to walk for the next mile, as tha day
was hot, and arrangements for the funeral were
rapidly made the basket was placed acres
the seats, and covered with one of the black
leathern curtains, indicating, to all nnsnsneot-in- g

eyes, the last remains of a poor babe. A pair
of black gloves (relics of the last funeral,) being
drawn on Lis hands, and his ace deep buried in
the same, the procession reached the gate; a
glance from Harry informed the keeper of the
melancholy task he was performing, and with s
pious remark to his wife, the keeper passed into
his house, and ths pic-ni- c party passed the
gate.

After the day s pleasures were over, the story
was told amongst the boys, and, during the
next week, the freqnent mention to Davis, the
gate keeper, of "Harry and his funeral," in-

formed the old boy that he was sold, and, with
proper solemnity, he swore vengeanoe.

Is a few weeks one of Harry's particular
friends lost a vonng and interesting child, and
true to custom, he was called upon to officiate
at its funeral. A procession of twenty-liv- e car
riagea moved ont with the "last of earth"--- in

the front oue was seated Harry and his fellow
pail bearer, with the little corpse between
them.

.Tha toll gate was reached and about being
passed, when old Bavis espied the solemn face
of the face of ths aforesaid Harry. With one
bound be cleared the requisite number of feet,
snd catching ths bridle of the horses, brought
tha quick aod the dead to a halt,

Had old Charon some upon earth, and de-

manded payment for crossing the Acheron, it
would not have treated more astonishment than
his demand for toll, Harry begged, and old
Davis swore. Harry swore, and old Davis ray-

ed. He'd be ii if any more routed chickens
and boiled bams could be paassd through his
gate under the Fnneral Act.

Harry was obliged to pay ths sura six dol-

lars and forty cents bat swore off from any
mart funeral ing tm Hat road.

Cincinnati, Ohio. Chim.

ETA correspondent of the Philadelphia
ledger says that the proposed monument of
Henrv Clay, in Washington Cemetery, ia de
signed to be a joint monument to Washington,
Franklin, Lafayette and Henry Clay, the name
of each to be inscribed on an appropriate place
on each of the four tides. The cost to be
raised by subscription, of from fifty eentt to
oas dollar, from, ladies all over the United
States. Ths contributors' names to bs enroll,
ed on parchment and suspended in a room in
the monument, 30 feet square. Ths design it
similar to that of Sir Walter Scott; it will bs
180 feet high, on a bass ol 4u feet sqnare. A
spiral staircase will ascend to the top, from
which New York and all the surrounding
country, with ths bay and ocean, can be sees. 4

which the wrecker !

the result. -

The Indiaman was evidently comm.; o
shore, nd all the efTortSsof her gallant
crew seemed powerless to save her. Her
almost naked masts, and her dark hull,
with a couple of lanterns, could now plain-
ly be distinguished as she rose and fell on
the waters. Suddenly she seemed to be
come motionless, thongh quivering in every
fibro, and then a huge wave washed clean
over her decks.

" She has struck on the Mistral Rock,"
said 1'ierre. " Good I she will be in. pieces
in an hour, and every atom will come on
shore!"

"They are putting out the boats," ob-

served Jean. "

The wreckers clutched their weapons.
If the crew landed in safety, their hopes
were gone. ' But no crew had, for many
years, landed in safety on that part of the
coast : by some mysterious fatality, tliey
had always perished.

Presently, three boats were observed pull-- '
ing for the shore, and coming towards the
sandy beach at the moulh of the gorge.
They were evidently crammed full of "peo-

ple, and pulling all for one point. The
boats apuAached : they were within fifty'
yards of the shore, and pulling still abreast.
They had entered the narrow gut of water
leading to the gorge, and were already out
of reach of the huge waves, which, a minute
before, threatened to submerge them. The
wreckers extinguished the lantern on the
cow's horn. There was no chance of the
boats being able to put back to sea.

Suddenly a figure pushed through the
crowd, and approached the fire near which
Pierre Sandeau stood. It appeared to be
one of the wreckers ; but the voice, that al-

most whispered in the old man's ear, made
him start. '

" Father I " said Madeleine, in a low sol-

emn voice, " what are you about to de t "
"Fool! what want you heret repb'od

Pierre, amazed and angry at the same time.
" 1 come to prevent murder I rather,

think what you are about to do I Here are
fifty fellow.cretiu;e coming in mtrJi of
life and shelter, and you will give uicui
death I " , ;

" This is no place for you, Madeleine !

cried the other, in a husky voice. " Go
borne, girl, and never let me see you out
again at uight I " '

"Away, Madeleine! away 1" said the
crowd, angrily. '

"I will not away I I will stay here to
see you do your toui deed to hx it on my
uiuiu, uitjr miu uigub x mar Biioiifc in
your ears that ye are murderers ! Father !

added she, solemnly, " imbrue your hands
in the blood ot one man and 1 am
no child of yours. I will bca, 1 will crawl
through the wdrld on my hands, but Sever
more will I eat the bread of crime 1 "

" Take her away, Pierre," said one more
ruffianly than the rest, "or you may repent

" 'it."
" Go, girl, go," whispered Pierre, faintly,

while tho wreckers moved in a body to the
shore, where the boats were about to strike.

" Never 1 " shrieked Madeleiue, clinging
frantic y to her father's clothes.

" Let me go ! " cried Pierre, dragging hor
with hira.

At that moment, a terrible event inter-
rupted their struggle." A man stood up-
right iu the forouiost boat, guiding their
progress. Just as they were within two
yards of the shore, this man saw the wreck-
ers coining down in a bod.

" As I expected ! " he cried, in a loud
ringing voice. " Fire I shoot every one of

A volley of small-arms- , within pistol-sho- t
of the body of wreckers, was the unexpected
greeting w hich these men received . A loud
and terrible discharge shewed the wav in
which the discharge had told, Oue half of
the pillagers tell on tho stony beach, the
other half rled.

Among those who remained, was Made
leine, fclie was kneeling by her father, who
had received several shots, and lay on the
ground in agony.

" You were rght, girl," he groaned ; " I
see it now, when it is too late, and I fcul I
have deserved it."

" Better,' sobbed Madeleine, ' better be
here, than have imbrued your hands in the
blood of one of those miraculously-delivere- d

sailors."
" Say you so, woman ? " said a loud voice

near her. " Then you are not oue of the
gang. I knew them of old, as well as
their infernal gorpe, and pulled
straight for it, but quite prepared to give
them a warm reception."

Madeline looked up. She saw around her
more than fifty men, three women, and
some children. She shuddered again at the
thought of the awful massacre which would
have occurred, but for the sailor's pru-
dence.

" My good girl," continued tho man, "we
are cold, wet, and hungry ; can. you shew
us some shelter t "

" Yes ; but do you bid some of your men
carry my father, who, I fear, is dying."

" it is no more than he merits," replied the
man ; " but for your sake I will have him
take i care of."

" It is what I merit," said Pierre, in a
strange and loud tone ; " but not from your
hands, Jacques."

" Merciful God P' cried the sailor, " whose
voice is that f",

" You will soon know j but do as your
sister bids you, and then we can talk more
at ease."

Madelaine cast herself sobbing into her
brother's arms, who, gently disengagintf
her, had a litter prepared for his father, and
then, guided by Madelaine, the procession
advanced on its way. An. armed party
marched at the head, and in a quarter of au
hour the village of MoDtreaux was reached.
It was entirely deserted. There were fires
in the houses, and lamps lit, and even snp- -

tago whatever they still possessed.
This was not, however, the case with ev

ery one of them. A man dwelt among
them, and bad done so for many years, who
seemed a little wiser and more careful than
the rest of the community. His name was
Pierre Bandeau, Ho was not a native of
the place; but had long- - been established
among them, and had at once shewn hi. it

self a worthy brother. He was pitiless, self-

ish, and cold. Less fiery than his fellows,
he had an amount of caution, which made
them feci his value; and a ready wit, which
often helped them out of difficulties. His
mmienre was soon felt, and he became a
kind of chief. He was at last recognized as
the head of the village, and the leader in
all marauding expeditions. But the great
source of his power was his foresight. He
nad always either money or provisions at
hand, and was always ready to help one of
his companions for a consideration. In
times of distress, he bought tin all the stock
on hand, and even sold on credit. In course
of time, he had become rich, had a better
house than the rest, and could, if he liked,
have retired from business. But he seemed
chained to his trade, and never gave any
sign of abandoning his disgraceful occupa-
tion.

One day. however, he lcftMontreaux, and
stayed away nearly a fortnight When ho
came back, he was not alone : he was ac-

companied by a young and lovely girl one
of those energetic but sweet creatures, whoso
innuence would be supreme with a good
man. Madeleine Sandeau was eighteen
tall, well proportioued, and exceedingly
handsome; she was, moreover, educated.
Her father had taken her from' school, to
bring her to his house, which, though so
different from what she was used to, she
presided over at once with ease and nature.
Great was the horror of tho young girl when
she found out th character of the people
around ner. ene remonstrated ireeiy wun
lmr father as to the dreadful nature of his
life ; but tho old man was cold and inexo-
rable. He had brought her thorn-t- pre-
side over his solitary house,' he said, 'and
not to lectu'e him and .Madeleine was
forced to be silent.. .

She saw at once the utter futility of any
attempt to civilize or humanize the degra
ded beings she associated with ; and so she
took to the children. With ercat difficulty,
she formed a school, and made it her daily
labor to instill not only words, but ideas and
principles, into the minds of the young,

wreckers. She gained the goodwill
of the elders, by nursing both young and
old during their hours of sickness, as well
as by a slight knowledge of medicine,
which she had picked up in a way she nev
er explained, but which always made her
silent and sad when she thought of it.

When a black and gloomy night came
round, and the whole village was on foot,
then Madeleine locked herself in her room,
knelt down, and remained in prayer. Now
and then she would creep to the window,
look out, and interrogate the gloom. She
never came forth to greet her father on his
return from these expeditions. Her heart
revolted even against seeing her parent un-

der such circumstances, and towards morn
ing she went to bed rarely, however, to
sleep.

Ou one occasion, after a cold and bitter
day, the evening came on suddenly. Black
clouds covered the horizon as with a fune-

ral pall ; the wind began to howl round tho
hamlet with fearful violence;' and Made-

leine shuddered, for she know what was to
be expected that tiiglit. Scarcely had the
gale commenced, when Pierre rose, put on
a thick pea-jack- and a r, armed
himself, and swallowing a glass of brandy,
went out. Ho was the lalit to leave tho vil
lage ; all the rest had preceded him. He
found them encamped in a narrow gorge,
round a huge fire, carefully concealed be-

hind some rocks. It was a cold, windy,
wet night ; but the wreckers cared not, for
the wind blew dead on shore, and gave
rich promise of reward for whatever they
might endure.

A man lay on the look-ou- t at the mouth
of the gorge under a tarpaulin. He had a
night-glas- s In his hand, with which he
swept the dark horizon, for some time in
vain. But the wind was too good to fail
them, and the wreckers bad patience.

It was really a terrible night. It was
pitchy dark i not a star, nor one glimpse of
the pale moon could be distinguished. 1 he
wind howled among the rocks, and cast the
spray up with violence against the Cliffs,
which, however, in front of the gorge, gave
way to a low sandy beach, forming the
usual scene of the wreckers' operations. A
current rushed into this narrow bight, and
brought on shore numerous spars, boxes,
and boats all things welcome to these law-
less men.

"A prize I" cried the look-ou- t suddenly.
" A tall Indiaman is not more than a mile
offshore. She is making desperate efforts
to clear the point, but she won t do it. She
is ours, lads "

"Give me the glass 1" exclaimed Pierre,
rising. The other gave him the telescope.
H Faith, splendid brig I " said the patri-
arch with a sinister smile, " the finest wind-
fall we have had for many a season. Jean,
you must out with the cow, or perhaps it
may escape us."

The cow was an abominable invention
which Pierre had taught his comrades. A
cow was tied to a stake, and a huge ship's
lantern fastened to its horns. This the
animal tosred about in the hope of disenga-
ging himself, and in so doing presented the
appearance of a ship riding at anchor all
that could be seen on such bights being the
moving light. By this means had many a
ship been lured to destruction, in the vain
hope of finding a safe anchoring-ground- .

The cow, which was always ready, was
brought out, and the trick resorted to, after

"Now Jeemes, my, ton," answered Uncle Bil-
ly, "1 doa't want to be hard on yon, but yon
took me npat the first hop, and yon know a
trade's a trade. But if you are very anxious to
rue, 1 don't care much. Give me tea dollars
more, snd you may have your mare back."

"Uncle Billy, I'll do it," exclaimed Jem in
great delight. "But only on this condition
each man mnst come and take away kit own
beast. I didn't bring my mnle along
snd I see you didn't ride the mare, to it't a
long at it's broad. I'll give von tew dollars
now, arid I'll go home with you first sad get the
mare, and afterwards you can tend or eotne foe
the mole st any time." ? "

"Any way, Jeemes," replied Mr. Snow. ,
' The money was paid, and Jem and the oil
man started. The next day when the tarn
crowd had met to decide the bet, Jem was there
giving in his experience at follows:

"The old man aod I reds tlong very cosily
together, talking about everything in the world
except our trade. That question I dodged. I
was afraid to open my lips nutil I got my mare
safe. At last we reached the old fellow's honse,
and he said to me, at we entered the yard

eJeemes, my son, there it your mare you can
take her away with yon. And, boys, darn me
if there wsn'ttheqld mare, lying in the yard,
as dead as a door nail. Tie infernal beast had
died the same niykl with the mnle. Hew York
Spirit of tho Ttmei.

TO MATH KM A TIC I AS.
Demonstration of the aeuare of the circle.

3 4 13.
1. Induction. The 12sqnare inches we will

consider as an oblong square, divisible into
three equal parts or four inches to each part.
Four inches, then, is the third, which it also
the diameter of the 12 inches when converted
into the circle. The quantity ttill remains the
same. Nothing gained by the carve; nothing
lost by angles.

Tha same is deduced by considering the
circle of 12 inches as placed within a square of
16 inches, where the sides of the sqnare are pre-

cisely equal to the diameter ot the circle. Sub-
tract four inches from the square, and the 12
inches of the circle sre left, which four inches
are taken from the four corners of the tqnare
projecting beyond the circle.

2. Jig direct Calculation. Divide the circle
into three equal parts of four inches; to each
part, multiply one of the division by 3, and
we have the qnantity of the whole, The form
of the inches to divided, with the acuta angle
at one end and the enrve st the other, can
make no difference at to quantity. Ths sym-

metry h the tame, though different in form
from ths tqnare inch.

The same result it obtained if we proceed
transversely oi inversely. Transversely th

part of the circle it ont inch, Ind to en
to tha centre of the circle. Inversely, one inch
ia tha centre it of the whole, snd
toon to the periphery of the circle; raiting the
measure, in both eases, to the quantity desired.

Diagrams illustrating the above calculations
wonld be exceedingly interesting, but it wonld
be a little difficult to introduce them into
the columns of a newspaper. Q.

. FanTTiD Suicide. A person by the
name of Wilson Swift, whom too deep reflec-
tion bad rendered inmpportabty melancholia,
attempted oo Monday last to ascapt the tan-shi- ne

ot this nether world, by indulging in a
cold bath in the Miami Canal. Some philan-
thropic individual nesting by, resolved to res-

cue the unfortunate and "plumped in" after
him. Neither being Leandert, both would have
drowned, had not a third character appeared
upon the stage, or rather in ths eaaal, ana bore
them through the Holies pontine waves to Wast
Homer ealit the "resounding shore."


